io6                  THE  COMPLAINT

Whofe prefence, could not pleafe
For (vewing well his face,)
Ah wretch (quoth fhe) how like he growet
Vnto his fathers grace.

And therwithal refolvde
A rare reuenge in deede
Wheron to thinke (withouten words)
My woful hart doth bleede.

But when the lad lokt vp,

And cheerefully did fmile,

And hung about his mothers necke

With eafie weight therewhile,

And kift (as children vfe)

His angrie mothers cheeke,

Her mmde was movde to much remorce

And mad became ful meeke.

Ne could fhe teares refrayne,
But wept againft hir will,
Such tender rewth of innocence,
Hir cruell moode did kill.

At la ft (fo furie wrought)
Within hir brefl me felt,
That too much pitie made hir minde
Too womanlike to melt,

And faw hir lifter fit,
With heauy harte and cheere,
And now on hir, and then on him,
Full lowringly did leare,

Into thefe words Ihe bruft
(Quoth fhe) why flatters he ?
And why againe (with tong cut cut)
So fadly fitteth fhee ?